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THE SEAL

THROB, throb from the inker

Spewing out concrete.

And at the heads of the cables

Stand the serpent-warders,

Sweating and straining,

Thrusting those cruel mouths to their prey.

Hark how the steel tongues hiss

As they stab.

The men sway under the effort,

And their eyes are bloodshot with the din,         10

The clatter that shatters the brain.

Throb, throb from the mixer

Spewing out concrete.

The crowd stands by

Watching the smoothers;

Fascinated by the flat, wet levels

Of newlaid cement.

See how those curdled lakes

Glisten under the sky.
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Then the dusty air suddenly divides,
And a pigeon from a plane-tree
Flutters down to bathe its wings in that mirage of
water.

But deceived, and angry,
Bewildered by the din,
The throb, throb from the mixer
Spewing out concretes                     -

It backs upon its wing,
Threshes air, and is gone.
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